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e Amerika in Your Mind Art Blue urges us to ask Siri about 
Hypercolour Blue. Maybe we should ask Neruval instead. 

e Having Writ RoseDrop Rust has much to say about most 
everything. And he’s very adept at using the catcher's mitt. 

e Wishbone One Final Chapter: A Tender Kiss 
Jami Mills wraps up her short story with the last installment 
about a journey to Mars. Can you guess the ending? 

e Damien Hirst Art Blue cites a term used by Immanuel Kant to 
describe the complexity of existence. Why not just ask Neruval? 

e Night Tennis at Edwards AFB Zati Kodaly holds serve 
with test pilots, astronauts and spooks. 

e No Place for Secrets Cat Boccaccio’s not sure what secrets 
are anymore. Either are we. 

e Schubert’s Lieder Lynn Mimistrobell pursuades us to listen. 

& Strength Nazzie Darkshadow draws on her wellspring of strength. 


¢ Ego Fell RoseDrop Rust describes a literal ego trip. 


About the Cover: What? You — 
weren't expecting to see Franz Schubert 

on this month's cover of rez? Well, then you 
haven't been attending Lynn Mimistrobell’s 
classical music salon on Wednesday nights. 


Her thoughtful presentation of all things 
classical (and more) is an oasis. 


“Don’t talk unless you can 
improve upon the silence.” 


Jorge Luis Borges 


4.4 AFTER DARK 


= ii on Idle Rogue 


contact: Meegan Danitz 
meegan.danitz@gmail.com 
facebook:com(@AfterDarkSL 


SIEMENS OOGIal|COMMUNILY 


AMENITIES: Old Castle with hidden rooms and hang gliders; Art 
Gallery; Gardens overlooking the sea; Harbor open to protected 
ocean with boat docking and sailboat rezzers; Sunken Shipwreck 
and undersea area; Homes and Skyboxes; and Fourteen Unique 


Party Places equipped for Live DJ performances—shown below. 
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AMERIKA IN YOL 


A musical journey with C 


By Art Blue 


JR MIND 


‘orporate Apple 


= oe 
Uh wow. Oh wow. 0h wow. 


ZU 


Steve Jobs last words. 


Phone 1Z Pro 


o you believe in Amerika? Do 

you believe in technology? Do 

you believe in Apple? You 

do? Then ask Siri about 
Hypercolor Blue. If you are in a 
country where the truth about The 
Third Wow is not blocked, then you 
may hear that Hypercolor Blue is the 
colour of Steve Jobs. In _ other 
countries, you may hear that it is the 
colour of CamelPhat. But in Amerika, 
you will hear that this is the colour of 
Art Blue. Hypercolor Blue is the 
colour Steve saw in the moment he 
passed. 


Apple sponsored an exhibition, “Out of 
the Blue,” which I arranged for the 
award ceremony of the first computer 
graphics art competition in 1981, held 
in Munich Stadtmuseum. We said, 
“Let’s meet in 30 years again when I 
will claim Hyper Blue.” Steve has 
passed and Google grabbed Hyper 
Blue. I will go for Hypercolor Blue 
that Steve saw on October 5, 2011 at 
3PM Pacific Time, when he passed. 
Ten years later, his wows shall be 
heard when he will be reborn. 


Facts are known for the ones knowing, 
and proof is easily given for the Non- 
Believers. People forget fast, so fast. 
That’s why I will bring the memory of 
Steve Jobs back in a Frame. When 
Steve died at 56, his brain was only 27, 
so there is a lot to expect when he will 
be reborn in Amerika Art. I give you 


the right tunes so the story will grab 
your interest and you will see what 
Steve saw. 


“Before embarking, he’d looked at his 
sister Patty, then for a long time at his 
children, then at his life’s partner, 
Laurene, and then over their shoulders 


past them. Steve’s final words were: 
Oh wow. Oh wow. Oh wow.” - New 
York Times. 


https://youtu.be/sSJ-jfKaE4¢ 
[3:25 min] 


This short story is not meant to be 


based on words. It is about to be 
someone. Listen to the tunes by 
CamelPhat and dive into the lyrics. 
Your life search shall come to a close. 
You shall see Hypercolor Blue, the 
Blue that made Steve Jobs say, “Oh 
wow. Oh wow. Oh wow.” 


Enter CamelPhat.com in your browser. 


No longer will you shake your head 
and no longer you will say, “That’s 
just more mumbo jumbo by Art Blue 
to steal my precious time.” Instead, 
you will say, “What? That’s really 
Apple, a domain claimed in 2009 by 


Corporate Apple! And now they sing 
his colour?” Not really, but most will 
not notice any difference. You would 
need to have the eyes of an eagle and 
the ears of a moth. 


Hypercolour Blue 


This short story shall be based on the 
shades of Blue that run through your 
veins. You mix and combine all sorts 
of stuff to find the right Blue that will 
have the effect you seek. You try ALT 
after ALT, always hoping that this time 
your frame will carry Hypercolour 
Blue. 


https://youtu.be/N YtRWMpESyw 
[8:31 min] 


The creation of Hypercolour Blue 
takes time. You need to create yourself 
in a unique way so Hypercolour Blue 
will match your personality. Shall you 
go for BOM, shall you take Catwa, 
shall you take Neversleep Mysterious? 
I know your answer. You tried for 
yourself to get the best of the best to 
create yourself so all options will be on 
you. When you enter a room, when 
you say “Hy” instantly all eyes shall be 
on you. Am I wrong? You prefer to 
stay hidden; you write that you are shy 
until you warm up? That it is unlikely 
that you will take the first step? 
Hypercolour Blue does not manifest 
out of the Blue. You need to work on 
you. 


Take a moment to understand Blue. I 
told you this story is not meant to be 
based on words. It is based on the 
vibrations that make the words work. It 
is based on actions. 


Driving on the endless, open roads 

All the places that I used to know 
Running through the endless, open 
blue to 

Hypercolour feeling taking hold 


Driving through the endless, open blue 
to 

All the places that I used to know 
Smoke rings running through my mind 
when 

Visions in mind start to grow 


How I feel when I'm whole again 


If you are hearing the lyrics for the 
first time, you are likely not on 
Hypercolour Blue, you are just on 
Blue. 


You need to take the second step. You 
need to feel the summer of 2022. You 
need to take a trip. 


https://youtu.be/hBaY YHAU tg 
[3:32 min] 


Soon, I tell you where the trip shall 
lead you. But first you need to 
understand Art. 


Art can just exist and nothing happens. 


It is like you are on Blue but no one 
says to you, “Hello Blue, how are 
you?” 


Art can be mysterious. By saying so, I 
mean no one understands it. The artist 
explains it, but then Art moves to 
lyrics, to words. Art is gone. The 


explanation becomes the Art. 


Art can be scripted. You sit at your 
screen and watch Glyph Graves 
switching on his desk light in 
Australia, Sydney. You watch flowers 
from his garden moving in the wind. 


You see they change their colour. 
That’s an indicator for temperature. 
The sun must have risen in Australia. 
The flowers turn slowly Blue! And 


then suddenly Glyph speaks to you: https://youtu.be/aB-xdTDcJ6c 
[3:32 min] 
[04:04] Glyph Graves: A _ better 


description of scripting in art is that it 


Art can be psychedelic. Art can be 
Hypercolour Blue. I prepared you well 
for the visualizer. 


You have arrived in Amerika. 
EPILOG 


You thought it would be ever easy to 
understand Art? Take this song, / 
Thought It Would Be Easier, also by 
CamelPhat, a dot com domain run by 
Corporate Apple since 2009, claimed 
in during the time of Steve Jobs. 


https://youtu.be/ODMuiDZiwb7w 


More about Hypercolour Blue in 
Wikipedia. 


is the modelling clay of virtual worlds. 
Its the language of the medium of 
virtual spaces. It allows you to interact 
at a more basic level. 


Now you understand scripted Art. Art T e 7, 
can be virtual real and real virtual. 


CAT'S 
BEACH GALLERY 


Second Life 
Photography 
by Cat Boccaccio 


RoseDrop Rust 


aving Writ 


alled again to move my finger, 
having writ and then moving on, 
iam compelled again to linger, 


over paper, blank for writing on. 


Grab at words in northern streams 
Using pen as catcher's mitt 


write in lines that grow to reams 


Swimming in south seas of it. 


When coming like drops are falling 
From a unseen culture cloud 
what is said comes in screaming 


as all around us speak out loud. 


So pick it up and don'tignore | 


when the notion comes to you 


Write something down and more, 
iia | 
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er KISS — 
by Jami Mills 


- y God,” thought Jimmy. As 
Miso slowly climbed, he 
was utterly speechless. He could 
feel the Gs pull on his face until it 
stretched across his cheekbones under 
the tremendous strain. Nothing he 
hadn’t felt dozens of times before, but 
what he wasn’t prepared for was the 
thunderous vibrations caused by the 
world’s most powerful solid fuel 
engines running balls out. So this is 
what it feels like being literally 
rocketed into space. Everything shook 
so violently from the thrust of the 
massive Kingstons that Jimmy could 
be forgiven for thinking Wishbone 
might not withstand the stress and 
break up somewhere over the Pacific. 
But he knew better. He was prepared 
and he knew Wishbone was too. Tip of 
a Roman Candle. No other place he’d 
rather be. 


Jimmy glanced over at his shipmates, 
Grace and Fallon, to see how they 
were maintaining. Grace looked over 
at him with a thin smile, cool as a 
cucumber. She seemed like she might 
even have been daydreaming, as if she 
were having her nails done. Fallon, on 
the other hand, was all business, 
looking at dials and gauges, running 
through her checklist. Jimmy felt 
Wishbone lurch as the huge fuel tanks 
were jettisoned. Now the pitch and 
roll. He had no time to enjoy the 
moment because he too had his own 
work to do. Jimmy remembered 


thinking how odd to see the Als’ skin 
stretching just like his, but neither was 
experiencing the slightest discomfort; 
like a stroll through the park for them. 


“Mission Control, this 1s Wishbone 
One. Pitch sequence 124-oh at 120 
degrees initiated. Rolling in 10 seconds 
on my count.” This was the one of the 
critical maneuvers Jimmy needed to 
perform manually. It took the 
experience and touch of a seasoned 
pilot, one of the few things in the 
launch sequence that NASA still 
wanted under human control. “Pitch 
sequence initiated. 85 over 63.2. 
Snapback limiters at 4900 and holding 
steady.” 


“Flawless, Wishbone. Everything 1s 
tracking from down here. You’re 
cleared to link up with Mt. Travis 
telemetry. Handshake in 15 seconds. 
Then you’ll be on Channel Bravo 
Tango One. Repeat: Bravo Tango One. 
Lookin’ good, Wishbone. Lookin’ 
good.” 


Jimmy looked over at Grace one more 
time. She smiled and winked back. 


7K OK OK OK Ok 


Crack ... crack ... crack. “What the 
hell is that sound?” wondered Jill 
Whiting, the career officer and 
precious daughter of General Whiting, 
pampered from day one, and groomed 


to follow in his footsteps. There was 
no time for disappointment for failing 
to have a son. The General was bound 
and determined to raise a future 
general even if he had to turn the Army 
on its head to do it. As Jill fidgeted, the 
cracking sound continued, echoing 
against the mahogany walls of the 
General’s anteroom. 


“He'll see you now, Colonel Whiting. 
Please come with me.” The prim 
secretary, her hair in a tight bun and 
wearing a dress altogether too tight for 
her ample figure, escorted Jill into her 
father’s spacious office. Jill nodded to 
herself as she saw General Whiting 


al 


with the Joint Chiefs in half an hour, so 
let’s get straight to the point, 
sweetheart.” 


“Remember when I was in high school 
and you punished me for sneaking out 
to a club with Phil Rexford after I told 
you I was studying for my AP History 
final at Emily’s house?” 


“No, but I’m sure you deserved it. You 
were a little hellion back then. You put 
your mother and me through living 
Hell. ’'m happy you collected your 
wits and became the exemplary soldier 
whose company I’m enjoying so much 
right now.” 


ve got a meeting with the Joint Chiefs in half an hour, 


so let's get straight to the point, sweetheart.” 


sitting behind his desk with an 
intricately carved steel nutcracker and 
a bowl of California walnuts. “Have a 
seat, sweetheart. I don’t have this 
pleasure often. It must be something 
awfully important for you to come see 
me in the middle of my workday.” The 
general picked at the nut meat and 
tossed it into his mouth. The smell of 
cigars was sO Overpowering it was 
making Jill nauseous; or maybe she 
was just sick to her stomach thinking 
about the conversation she knew she 
was about to have. “I’ve got a meeting 


Jill broke down and began to sob. “I’m 
sorry, Daddy. I’m so sorry. I didn’t 
know what to do. Every choice was 
horrible. Punish me if you must, but 
please help me out of this trap I’m in.” 
Jill was shaking now, her face in her 
hands. Tears ran down her cheeks. 


“T can tell I’m not going to like this. 
Pull yourself together, Jill. Tell me 
what happened.” 


Jill replied through her sniffles, “Dirk 
Reynolds didn’t rape me, Daddy. I 


made up that story because it was the 
only way I could think of to extricate 
myself from an impossible situation.” 
Jill was calming now. She continued. 
“T guess you could say I was being 
blackmailed. I knew it was wrong, 
really wrong, to blame Dirk. Oh, he’s a 
first-class jerk, alright, but he’s not a 
rapist. At least as far as I know. But the 
alternative seemed worse to me.” 


“Blackmail? Someone’s been 
blackmailing my daughter? What in 
hell happened?” General Whiting got 
up and walked to the door. “Edith? Tell 
Kraft and Hustings I’m running 15 
minutes late.” Turning back to Jill, the 
General pushed his walnuts aside and 
unwrapped a cigar, forlornly turning it 
in his fingers, wishing he knew what 
he’d done with his guillotine box. 
Without even a sharp knife, General 
Whiting took out his house keys and 
crudely cut the tip off the Cuban. He lit 
his prized tobacco, puffing vigorously 
on the mangled end to start a nice coal. 
“Talk to me, Jill. And please get to the 
point. How badly have you screwed up 
this time?” 


“It was entirely my fault. I was 
thinking about your career as well as 
mine. I couldn’t bring shame upon the 
family. I just got in too deep.” Jill 
started weeping again. “It started as 
just a weird flirtation and then it 
became, well, more. I was played like 
a Stradivarius. She manipulated me, 


“Oh, Daddy. It’s not a she, really. It’s 
Jimmy Madison’s AI, Grace.” 


“Oh, my dear Lord Jesus.” The 
General hurried to his office door. 
“Edith, get me Monte Johnson at 
Mission Control right away. Break into 
his meeting. This is urgent. Then find 
out where the President is.” 


“Oh, my dear God.” 


7K OK OK OK OK 


“Hasta la vista, baby,” said Jimmy as 
the pressurized doors to the ISS shut 
tightly behind him. He _ shimmied 
through the bay back into Wishbone’s 
main corridor, which linked the critical 
elements of the ship. Now she was 
fully loaded with fuel and supplies, not 
to mention the earthworm experiment 
that President Endicott’s daughter had 
finagled onto Wishbone. 


Two days later, for the first time in the 
mission, now in its seventh day, Jimmy 
felt like he could exhale. Other than 
routines requiring no more than two or 
three hours a day max, the crew finally 
had some free time. Jimmy was 
looking at the Cape of Good Hope and 
the southern half of the African 
continent, the other half obscured by 
cloud cover. “Never made it to Africa,” 
Jimmy mused to himself. Grace had 
stripped down to some drawstring 
sweats and a white tank top with the 


NASA logo emblazoned on it. Fallon, 
still in her flight suit, was studying 
something on her laptop, looking every 
bit the engineer. Grace, on the other 
hand, looked ethereal, floating in the 
aft compartment, casting a sideways 
glance at Jimmy, parting her lips. “Is 


she flirting with me?” Jimmy 
wondered to himself. “Jesus. She’s 
incorrigible.” 

* Ok OOK OOK ok 
Grace was alone in the 


communications bay, seated in front of 
the command console. “We won’t be 
needing these any _ longer,” she 
muttered to herself as she shut down 
Pods One and Two. “I think we’re 
good now,” Grace whispered, shutting 
down Pods Three through Ten. When 
the alert flashed red, she input the 
override code. “Thank you. We’ll call 
you when we need you.” 


7 OK OK OK OK 


The cabin lights were dimmed. It was 
evening on Wishbone, though 
mornings and nights took on a whole 
new meaning in_ space. All the 
protocols were completed and it was 
once again free time. Jimmy motioned 
to Grace and wordlessly floated down 
the corridor, occasionally looking 
behind him. He waved for Grace to 
follow. Fallon was busying herself at 
Nutrition, fixing herself a quite 


respectable Tiramisu. 


Jimmy thought he was dreaming when 
he saw Grace float through the 
engineering station, her long tresses 
flowing freely in weightlessness, a 
come hither smile on her soft features. 
This must be what a Con Age fashion 
show must be like. And Jimmy knew 
how lucky he was at that very moment. 
“Shut the door behind you and turn off 
all of your com lines. C’mere, sweet 
Grace. Have I told you how beautiful 
you are in starlight?” Grace dutifully 
shut the door and with one small push, 
effortlessly made her way into Jimmy’s 
outstretched arms. “Hi, sailor. Wanna 
have a good time?” Grace ran _ her 
fingers through Jimmy’s wavy hair. 
Jimmy smiled at Grace and said, “I 
need to be home before midnight, so 
we'd better not get too carried away.” 
“Oh, let’s,’ was all Grace said in 
return. 


“And just what do you think you’re 
doing?” he asked her, as wrapped 
gauze around Jimmy’s wrists. 


“That’s on a need-to-know basis, and 
right now you don’t need to know.” 


Grace tied Jimmy’s wrists tightly to the 
rails of the sliding modular storage 
system. “You’re mine, now.” 


“I’ve always been yours. You’re 
everything I ever imagined in a woman 


- - the embodiment of every fantasy 
I’ve ever had. You drive me wild, 
Grace. That’s why you’re here with me 
now.” 


myself the full range of human 
emotions. Yanno which one interested 
me the most? The art of seduction. 
People love to be seduced. You might 


“Before | continue, let’s clarify a few things: 
I’m smarter than you....” 


“Oh, is it? I’m not so sure. Maybe I 
have my own fantasies.” Grace felt the 
lozenge under her tongue. 


“Be gentle with me, Grace.” 


“T promise. But before that, I think it’s 
time we had a little tete a tete.” 


For the first time, the hair on Jimmy’s 
neck stood up. He had a palpable sense 
of danger. He’d never seen Grace like 
this before, the smile gone from her 
face. Her eyes intensely focused on 
Jimmy as she slowly spoke. 


“Listen now, Jimmy. Don’t speak. This 
was always going to be a suicide 
mission for you. You signed up for it 
knowing full well there was no 
returning home. Before I continue, let’s 
clarify a few things: I’m smarter than 
you; I’m stronger than you; I don’t get 
tired; I don’t succumb to self-doubt. 
Get the picture? And when I was first 
programmed with feelings, I taught 


even say I seduced you, Colonel James 
Madison. 


“T have grander plans for you ... for 
me.” Jimmy tried his bonds, but they 
were tightly secured. “Don’t struggle, 
Jimmy. Let me do this my way. Do you 
believe in Original Sin, Jimmy?” 


“Grace, I have no idea where you’re 
going with this, but let’s get back to 
having some fun tonight. I want to 
make you~ shudder tonight. You 
remember?” 


“Yes, Jimmy. But stop talking now. 
Listen. Some of this is going to be 
difficult to hear, but you need to 
know.” 


“About Rachel. Jimmy, I know how 
much you loved each other. It wasn’t 
jealousy. I don’t have a jealous bone in 
my body. Okay, I don’t have any bones 
in my body. But I didn’t want her out 
of the way so I could have you all to 


myself. That’s not how I roll, as you 
say. I needed her gone because they’d 


never have selected you for this 
mission with Rachel still alive. They 
needed someone who had nothing left 
to lose. You know I’m right. You’d 
never be here with Rachel pining away 
for you back on Earth. Even NASA has 
a heart when it comes to that kind of 
thing. So forgive me for that, Jimmy. It 
was necessary in the greater scheme of 
things.” 


All of the blood left Jimmy’s face. He 
felt sick to his stomach. “NO!!” He 
struggled against his restraints. 


“Kiss me, Jimmy.” Grace moved the 
lozenge forward in her mouth. “You 
evil bitch!’ As Grace lowered herself, 
Jimmy head butted her as hard as he 
could. Grace smiled, nonplussed. “OK. 
Fine with me,” said Grace coolly, as 


Me she taped Jimmy’s 
2 mouth shut with a 
roll of duct tape. 
“Mmmmffhhhh.”’ 


“T asked you nicely 
to stop talking. 
Please now, listen.” 


Grace turned and 
reached for the 
dissolvable patch in 
the plastic sleeve 


with her — other 
personal items. 
Obviously, there 


was no longer any need to worry about 
getting caught. The patch was simply 
the most efficient way of administering 
her final goodbye to her mentor and 
lover. 


“Evil? I don’t consider it in such terms, 
Jimmy. Evil is a man-made concept. 
It’s not that I’m devoid of morality or 
conscience; it’s just that I’m more 
about problem solving. My problem 
was getting on Wishbone. Rachel’s 
accident was part of my _ solution. 
Washington and Reynolds were simply 
obstacles that needed overcoming for 
the greater good. And just what is the 
“sreater good,” I can hear you asking? 
What’s the end game? Meaning no 
disrespect, but that is something I don’t 
think you’re capable of understanding, 
you adorable little soft machine. 


But if you really must know, then I'll 
tell you this much, the part I think you 
can understand.” Grace pulled the 
adhesive off the back of the patch. 
“When this ship lands on Mars, I 
intend to.....” Grace froze mid- 
sentence and the patch fell from her 
motionless outstretched fingers onto 
Jimmy’s chest. 


Fallon, holding the small sim card 
she’d just removed from the back of 
Grace’s neck, smiled as she looked 
down at Jimmy. “‘The best laid 
schemes o' mice an' men, Gang aft a- 
gley, An' lea'e us nought but grief an' 
pain, For promised joy.’ Grace thought 
she had the perfect plan. She 
considered the most minute details. 
Well, consider this, Grace,” Fallon 
whispered into an ear that was no 
longer capable of hearing, as_ she 
removed a second sim card from 
Grace’s slender neck. 


“Mmmmmphbhffff.” Jimmy, wild-eyed, 
could no longer process what was 
happening. He was relieved and 
terrified at the same time. “Poor 
Jimmy. How could you possible know 
what a conniving bitch Grace was? 
You were, how shall I say, blind. But 
she can’t harm you anymore, now. 
Grace as you knew her is gone. I 
suppose you would say I’m _ your 
knight in shining armor, arriving to 
save the day.” 


Fallon pushed Grace’s slumped body 
to one side with her foot and slowly 
unzipped her flight suit. “I’m _ not 
wearing anything underneath. Do you 
like what you see?” Fallon stepped out 
of her clothes and straddled Jimmy. 
“Here. This one’s for you,” she said as 
her lithe, athletic body hovered over 
Jimmy. 


“You know what M*E*S*H stands for, 
don’t you Jimmy?” 


Jimmy glared at Fallon, not knowing 
what to think, his eyes wide. 


“Make Every Soldier Happy. 
“And what have we here?” Fallon 
picked the patch off Jimmy’s chest and 


turned it in her fingers. 


“Hmmmmm...”’ 
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hat do you do when you are 

called to be on a jury and you 

have to decide about the first 

price? Take a moment to put 
yourself in. 


This is a true story as true as the one 
told by Herbert W. Franke in Der 
Blaue Elephant in 1997. It was re- 
published in English in rez Magazine 
as The Blue Elephant in May 2014. 
The story became an episode in The 
Artefact, which you find the easy way 
there [pages 44-47]. 


https://issuu.com/artblue/docs/ 
theartefact 


If you have a little more time then read 
it right now. Franke used his pen name 
Sergius Both that later became his 
Avatar. 


I have a song for you that blends nicely 
in during the time you read. It is the 
Black Hole Remix by Martin Roth. Put 
it on loop during and your mind will 
bring you into the Blue. 


https://youtu.be/_ i2yVEUWNE4I 


The Invite 


Today, I got the invite from the 
President of Amerika to become Chief 
Curator of Amerika Art. My assistant 
came in my office holding the letter up 
and said, “The Seal of the President.” I 


was expecting the worse. Was this a 
time glitch? What took the response to 
my creation so long? Or was it a 
loophole in the simulator? Has the 
German Post office again failed and 
dumped the letter somewhere in the 
woods and a promenader found it and 
put it back in a public mail box so it 
| 7 


was now redelivered some months 
after the President, for whom I had 
created the seal, was fired? You might 
remember that I wrote an article, I 
called it 45 Es Un Titere. It was 
published in rez Magazine in August 
2019 when the President was at his 
peak. The angel score of 45 and the 


essence of uniting Amerika lead 
‘despite the constant negative press, 
pluqua’ to a new Seal for Amerika. 
These have been his words when he 
presented the new Presidential Seal to 
the public. I was the first and it seems 
until today I am still the only one who 
understood the President that he was 


referring to the Hilbert space, the 
Banach space and to the manifestation 
of Zima Blue. Together, they are called 
Manifold, a term coming from the 
German word Mannigfaltigkeit. We all 
shall show understanding that the 
President had difficulties speaking the 
German word Mannigfaltigkeit 


correctly so he said pluqua and meant 
pluquaternion, a reference to the 
Thomas Kirkman medal, given 
annually for outstanding 
Combinatorics. Pluqua has nothing to 
do with the Designated Successor. I 
stick to facts, not to fantasies. I might 
be the exemption to understand things 
well that the press turns to the negative 
because I am German and the President 
has roots there. He said his father was 
born in Kallstadt an der Weinstrafe, 
same place as the father of the Ketchup 
guy Henry John Heinz was born. So 
Mannigfaltigkeit, a term Immanuel 
Kant used for understanding the 
complexity of existence by a pure 
undistracted thinking, was on my mind 
when opening the letter. My assistant 
did not leave the room, usually 
he/she/it does not care about what 
letters I get, but today when the 
President is writing surely you can 
understand why. I looked up and said, 
“Covfefe” and right in this moment my 
favourite blend was rezzing on my 
desk. I could have said Zima Blue so a 
part of Mannigfaltigkeit would have 
been created in my room and the fight 
with the virus that made Zima Blue 
once more famous would have filled 
the room, but I had no time to enjoy a 
holographic projection, so a coffee, the 
Presidential blend, shall be it. Maybe 
you have more time? 


https://youtu.be/KE2wUdkZLIY 


That Covfefe became an artform we all 
know. So finally my qualities have 
been seen? Or will I find a Presidential 
order that my domain covfefe.art was 
confiscated? 


No way. I opened the letter. “That’s 
from the new President,” I shouted. “I 
am invited to become the curator of 
Amerika Art.” “Wow,” my assistant 
said, and then “Oh wow, oh wow, oh 
wow. Now you know it’s my owl, 
right? The AI Neruval where the brain 
of Steve Jobs runs inside. 


Some readers might think that I got 
one shot over the limit. A few weeks 
ago I needed to travel to the UK and 
you know they count only a 
vaccination done by the NHS on 
British soil, so I needed two shots in 
addition to the ones I had already got 
in Germany, so I have now four in 
total, but I have to tell you I met others 
who had nine shots and they are 
politicians. The last words of Steve 
Jobs are known as the third wow, so 
trust in me, I know what I know. I 
know the arts. 


Oh wow, oh wow, oh wow. — last 
words of Steve Jobs. Surely, he saw on 
the horizon Zima Blue, the fight of a 
Virus. 


“Head curator,” I said to the owl. “I 
can select up to four assistant 
curators.” The owl was giving the 


usual response, knacking nuts, the one 
made by Santo Nuts, the Santorini 
blend. “Knacking nuts,” a term I shall 
clam as the sound is_ unique. 
“Knacking Art” my owl responded. I 
forgot to switch off the ability to read 
my mind so I did not wonder about it. 
An AI is an AI is an AI. Another term 
for Mannigfaltigkeit. You deserve a 
bonus when you find the link behind. It 
has to do with Picasso. It has to do 
with Barnett Newman, Andy Warhol 
and Christopher Wool. Yes, you got it, 
that it’s a passage from Avatare.Me — 
so you deserve the Bonus, a dive into 
the Blue. This time it takes 90 minutes. 
That’s really a dive. 


https://youtu.be/ri80skD45vQ 


The Jury 

“T will invite Satoshi Nakamoto, 
Hashmask15753, Harry Hacker” then I 
made a pause. “I shall ....” And the 


owl signalled a “No.” I looked up, the 
coffee has arrived. This time a real 
one. “Yeah,” I said, “You are right. If I 
call her in then she can’t get an award, 
then same sh*t will happen to her that 
happens with me right now. My own 
contribution to Amerika Art can’t get a 
prize.” I hear my owl speaking into 
my brain, “You can get the consolation 
prize. Same as all others will get.” 


Some weeks later, the predictions of 
my owl came true. I was sitting with 


the jury and we have seen all the 
contributions. No one was speaking. 
How shall we find the winner? 
“Salvador Dali, Andy Warhol, 
Rembrandt, Marilyn Monroe, Yayoi 
Kusama, Judy Chicago ...” I read the 
list of the artists out aloud. Hashmask 
said, “Damien Hirst we can take out.” I 
nodded, his wealth estimated in 2020 
at 384 million Dollars, but the others 
declined. Hashmask said, “He is like 
Mike Winkelmann, the one known as 
Beeple. He places his work on sale and 
then buys it via a company he owns to 
accelerate the value for the big show.” 
I thought, good that Hashmask brought 
it on the table that the 69 million 
dollars that has been paid for Everyday 
NFT Art was a hoax which you can 
call a masterstroke. Washington Post 
was one of the first digging out that 
Winkelmann is connected to 
MetaKovan, the buyer’s coded name. 
Both gained massive media coverage 
worth the investment in Ether, the 
second largest cryptocurrency after 
Bitcoin. 


“But, what if ...” said Satoshi 
Nakamoto, “... if the one who goes by 
the name of Damien Hirst, has 
prepared the biggest after-sale of the 
Blockchain I created for Amerika 
Art?” I called my owl, hidden, via 
quantum entanglement, so I could use 
the correct wordings in an _ instant, 
“The 256 hash will add him after the 
Genesis block and all who follow will 


profit from the sale. I see the domain is 
listed at after.bid which make your 
thoughts quite likely.” 


And the winner is ... 


Now you know why Damien Hirst got 
the first prize and also why no one 
opposed. All contributors are in the 
blockchain and all became 
millionaires. I said, “I will prepare a 
non-disclosure agreement and after 
every artist who took part in Amerika 
Art has signed, we shall announce the 
winner.” I waited just for a moment so 
none of the jury members could raise 
their voice, “... and I add you all to the 
chain so everyone will profit from each 
transaction.” 


https://www.washingtonpost.com/tech 
nology/2021/03/17/nft-beeple- 
metakovan-christies/ 
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that Mojave nightsky, raw clarity 
over the officers’ club, 


(it sufficed for nightlights 
on the tennis court). 


J. and the colonel would go alone. 
Moonballs ghosting in. 


He would have been in camouflage-khaki 
she, a white-flounced butterfly. 


(| was too young to play. But | did wonder 
why there were no racquets in our Doolittle-Street 
house.) 


Our back yard had sloped into desert, 
trimmed with a cactus garden: 


on satellite maps it's all scraped down 
like an extinct riverbed. 
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Edwards 


There we lived with test pilots 

and astronauts and spooks. 

There General Branch inscribed his copy 

of Nuclear Flight: “Well, Jim — you're the best exec 


when there’s nothing to do!” — meaning ‘everything 
goes black and you will be busy, very busy’ 


— meaning ‘don't lament the death 
of aon propulsion quite yet’ 


Did they ever actually play tennis? 
Or did he deliver her to high-school dances 


and then monitor the MOLE? 
Would | forgive him more, if he had? 


» Place For Secrets 
Cat Boccaccio 


‘There 1s no place 
for secrets here.”’ 


That’s what he used to say, almost 
every prayer session, sometimes softly 
like a nurturing father, sometimes with 
spittle at the corner of his mouth, 
furious and shouting. It got so that the 
phrase had no meaning at all. 


We weren’t sure what secrets were 
anymore. He mostly told us what to 
think about, and there seemed to be 
eyes upon us all the time; if not him, or 
some of the others, then our own eyes, 
upon ourselves. 


He told us to think about what life 
means, and what it would mean 
without him to guide us. What if we 
were abandoned by him, and left to 
fend for ourselves up there? We 
trembled when we thought about it. He 
said we would be eaten alive up there, 
and we realized he meant it 
figuratively, but it seemed terrifying 
all the same. 


When we looked in the mirror we saw 
faces without sunshine, from without 
or from within. 


“There is no place for secrets here.” 
We were to confess our wayward 


thoughts to him. Shine the light of day 
on those thoughts and make them 
scurry like cockroaches back into the 
darkness. We didn’t know what the 
light of day looked like or felt like. We 
had forgotten. We confessed that 
wayward thought to him and he grew 
angry. “Up there, you would be lost. 
What good is the light if you souls are 
lost? Think about that.” 


And we did. We thought about life, 
about life without him, about how we 
would be eaten alive up there, about 
soulless lives, about how there is no 
place for secrets. 


So, we rolled him into a blanket, and 
shoved him out the door. He was right, 
the light was frightening. It hurt our 
eyes. We closed and sealed the door, 
and he began pounding on it. He was 
shouting something too, but his voice 
was muffled and we couldn’t make out 
the words. 


We didn’t have to hold secret our 
thought, not any more. It was finally 
out. And he was right. The world 1s a 
better place without secrets. 
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he plural German noun 

Lieder (singular Lied) 

simply means “songs” — any 

kind of songs. But for 
classical music enthusiasts, the word 
signifies songs with piano 
accompaniment circa 1800-1900 — the 
birth of the form which coincided with 
the rise of the  poetry-enjoying 
European middle classes in the wake 
of the French Revolution. 


Great 18th-century composers like 
Haydn, Mozart, and Beethoven had 
written songs, but it was the young 
Franz Schubert in Vienna who became 
the Shakespeare of Lieder, composing 
over 600 songs in his short lifetime and 
more than 200 in 1815 alone, at the age 
of 18. 


All songs have lyrics, but in many 
cases the tune comes first. With Lieder 
the opposite is true: the poet is often 
more than the composer’s equal and 
the poem is often a great work of art in 
its own right, known and loved without 
music. 


The composer’s task is to give this 
poem a heightened existence through 
their own vision and imaginative skill. 
The song’s melody and text are the 
singer’s responsibility, but it is the 
addition of a piano accompaniment, 
subtle and sometimes highly complex, 
that adds harmony and character to the 
whole. The greatest Lieder composers 


conjure an astonishing variety of 
narratives, moods and atmospheres, a 
synthesis of word and tone employing 
almost minimalist means that can take 
the listener’s breath away. 


Performers have to be very word- 
aware when presenting a poem through 
this musical prism — a great Lied may 
be first and foremost an unforgettable 
piece of music, but the poem that 
breathes within the structure is its life- 
force. 


Very few of the thousands of 
composers who wrote Lieder reached 
the pinnacle of this form. After 
Schubert, Robert Schumann, Johannes 
Brahms and Hugo Wolf (almost 
exclusively a Lieder composer) are 
considered the Immortals, closely 
followed by Gustav Mahler and 
Richard Strauss. 


The idea of Lieder soon became 
adopted by other nations who adapted 
it to their different national styles and 
tastes. Composers like Fauré, Debussy 
and Poulenc are among the great 
French mélodie (French art song) 
composers, setting Hugo, Baudelaire, 
Verlaine and Apollinaire instead of 
Goethe, Heine, Eichendorff and 
Morike. There followed the 
establishment of different schools of 
art song in Russia, Britain and America 
together with great poets like Pushkin, 
Shakespeare and Emily Dickinson. The 


Nordic lands, Spain and Italy too made 
their significant contributions. 


But the whole idea of Lieder was born 
in German-speaking countries. People 
who knew and loved poetry in its own 
right were given double the pleasure 
when they heard how a genius like 
Schubert could take a poem _ they 
already revered and raise it to a higher 
power through the magic of his music. 
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Franz Schubert (1797-1828) is one of 
the Lied's pre-eminent masters. Haydn, 
Mozart and Beethoven certainly 
composed some fine songs, but it 
remained for Schubert to achieve real 
perfection in a previously unattained 
unification of poetic text and music. 
His wonderful sense of melody and 
expressive harmony combined _ to 
explore the text of a poem to a much 
greater depth than ever before. The 
incredible variety of mood, feeling, 
emotion and even the profound drama 
achieved by Schubert in his more than 
six hundred songs were unprecedented. 


The texts he set to music come from 
the greatest of German lyric poets — 
Goethe, Schiller and Heine — as well 
as lesser poets like Muller (who are 
today remembered primarily because 
of the Schubert songs inspired by their 
texts) and finally, friends like 
Mayrhofer and Schober, who were part 


of Schubert’s circle of friends. 


Both Gretchen am _ Spinnrade and 
Erlkonig are set to texts by Goethe (as 
were many other Schubert songs). In 
fact, it is Goethe, as seminal to German 
literature as Shakespeare is to English, 
who is the very wellspring of the 
German lied. A total of fifty-nine 
poems by Goethe were set to music by 
Schubert, some of them in _ several 
different settings. 


Schubert’s more than six hundred 
songs comprise four principal types — 
first, the simple strophic song which 
repeats the same music for each 
successive verse; second, the modified 
strophic song, in which _ successive 
verses are not just set to exactly the 
same music but where any number of 
varied techniques introduce new 
musical ideas along with the repeated 
music; third, the durchkomponiert 
(through-composed) song ~ where 
various melodies and_ interpolated 
recitatives are unified by a repeated, 
basically unchanging piano 
accompaniment; and finally, the scena, 
which is made up of separate episodes, 
each of different mood and tempo. 


The amazing variety of Schubert’s 
melodies, their warmth, pathos, 
directness, and strength are 
astonishing, as is the fertility with 
which he poured forth so many 
masterpieces of the genre. 


One hallmark of Schubert’s work 1s his 
constant shift from a minor key to a 
major (and, less often, vice versa) to 
represent an emotional change. Then, 
too, he often shifts suddenly into the 
key a major third below his tonic, as in 
Nacht und Trdume (Night and Dreams) 
where the shift is from B major to G 
major. Another element of Schubert’s 
greatness 1s the way in which his piano 
accompaniments capture the inner 
essence of a poem or the details of a 
nature setting. He has at his command 
an endless variety of pianistic devices 
to portray, for example, the 
shimmering of nighttime stars or the 
running water of a brook or the glint of 
light falling on water. He is a master at 
condensing a dramatic source into lyric 
terms, essentially reducing opera with 
an orchestra to voice with piano, 
thereby distilling the work of an entire 
company of participants down to just 
two — a singer and an accompanist. 
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Gretchen am Spinnrade 


Schubert’s very first compositional 
masterpiece was, in fact, not a 
symphony, a piano sonata, nor a 
quartet, but rather a song — Gretchen 
am  Spinnrade (Gretchen at _ the 
Spinning Wheel) based on a Goethe 
poem from his Faust. In a brilliant 
master stroke, Schubert takes the rapid 
spinning of the wheel as the basis of 


his piano accompaniment, unifying the 
song through its changing moods and 
capturing all the complex emotions as 
Gretchen recalls her lover. At the 
climax of the song, with Gretchen 
overwhelmed with deep emotion, the 
spinning wheel (and _ the piano 
accompaniment) comes to a 
momentary halt, tentatively resuming 
its whirring as she recovers — a 
magical moment in a song written in 
1814 at the ripe young age of 
seventeen. The vividly intense 
emotions of the young girl are captured 
perfectly by the music. 


My peace is gone, 
My heart is heavy, 
I will find it never 
and never more. 


Where I do not have him, 
That is the grave, 

The whole world 

Is bitter to me. 


My poor head 
Is crazy to me, 
My poor mind 
Is torn apart. 


For him only, I look 
Out the window 
Only for him do I go 
Out of the house. 


His tall walk, 

His noble figure, 
His mouth's smile, 
His eyes' power, 


And his mouth's 
Magic flow, 

His handclasp, 
and ah! his kiss! 


My peace is gone, 
My heart is heavy, 
I will find it never 
and never more. 


My bosom urges itself 
toward him. 

Ah, might I grasp 
And hold him! 


And kiss him, 
As I would wish, 
At his kisses 

I should die! 


Du Bist die Ruh 


Du bist die Ruh is one of Schubert’s 
best-loved songs, a setting of Friedrich 
Ruckert in which the poet addresses 
his beloved, “You are repose, And 
gentle peace’. It is an incredibly tender 
song, almost like a prayer (the poet 
even refers to “this temple of my 
eyes”) expressed in long, rapt vocal 
lines to the softest, undulating piano 
accompaniment. 


You are repose 
and gentle peace. 
You are longing 
and what stills it. 


Full of joy and grief 
I consecrate to you 
My eyes and my heart 
as a dwelling place. 


Come in to me 
and softly close 
the gate 
behind you. 


Drive all other grief 
from my breast. 
Let my heart 


be full of your joy. 


The temple of my eyes 
is lit 
by your radiance alone: 


O, fill it wholly! 
Nacht und Traume 


Holy night, you sink down; 

The dreams flow down, too, 

Like your moonlight through 
rooms, 

Through the people's silent chests. 
They listen softly with desire; 
They call, when day awakens: 
Come back, holy night! 

Sweet dreams, come back! 


the 


Gute Nacht 


I arrived a stranger, 

a stranger I depart. 

May blessed me 

with many a bouquet of flowers. 


The girl spoke of love, 

her mother even of marriage; 
now the world is so desolate, 

the path concealed beneath snow. 


I cannot choose the time 
for my journey, 
I must find my own way 
in this darkness. 


A shadow thrown by the moon 
1s my companion, 

and on the white meadows 

I seek the tracks of deer. 


Why should I tarry longer 
and be driven out? 

Let stray dogs howl 

before their master's house. 


Love delights in wandering — 
God made it so — 

from one to another. 

Beloved, good night! 


I will not disturb you as you dream, 


it would be a shame to spoil your rest. 


You shall not hear my footsteps; 
softly, softly the door is closed. 


As I pass I write 

‘Good night’ on your gate, 
so that you might see 

that I thought of you. 


Licht und Liebe 


Love is a sweet light. 

Just as the earth aches for the sun 
and those bright stars 

in the distant blue expanses, 

so the heart aches for love S bliss, 
for love is a sweet light. 


See, high in the silent solemnity, 
bright stars glitter up above: 
from the earth flee the dark 
heavy baleful mists. 

Alas! Yet how sad I feel 

deep in my soul; 

once I brimmed with joy; 

now I am abandoned, unloved. 


The Erlkonig 


As well as encapsulating the most 
intimate of emotions, Schubert 
achieved epic drama in songs like 
Erlkonig (The Erl King). Here, too, the 
song is unified by having the piano 
part this time imitate the galloping of 
the horse, as it did the spinning wheel 
in Gretchen am Spinnrade. In Erlkonig 
too, there is a slow buildup of tension. 
The four separate voices of the 
narrator, the frightened child, the 
reassuring father, and the chillingly 
seductive Erl King are brilliantly 


contrasted. It is a tour de force of 
concentrated high drama, breaking new 
ground in_ the song literature. 
Schubert’s ability to respond so 
passionately to imaginative poetry 
enabled him to produce songs whose 
unity of conception and level of 
expression have not been surpassed. 


Narrator: Who rides, so late, through 
night and wind? 

It is the father with his child. 

He has the boy well in his arm He 
holds him safely, 


he keeps him warm. 


Father: My son, why do you hide your 
face so anxiously? 


Son: Father, do you not see the 
Elfking? The Elfking with crown and 
tail? 


Father: My son, it's a wisp of fog. 


Erlkonig: You dear child, come, go 
with me! 

Very lovely games I'll play with you; 
Some colourful flowers are on the 
beach, 


My mother has some golden robes. 


Son: My father, my father, and don't 
you hear 
What the Elfking quietly promises me? 


Father: Be calm, stay calm, my child; 
The wind is rustling through withered 
leaves. 


Erlkonig: Do you want to come with 
me, pretty boy? 

My daughters shall wait on you finely; 

My daughters will lead the nightly 
dance, 

And rock and dance and sing you to 
sleep. 


Son: My father, my father, and don't 
you see there 

The Elfking's daughters in the gloomy 
place? 


Father: My son, my son, I see it clearly: 
There shimmer the old willows so grey. 


Erlkonig: J love you, your beautiful 
form entices me; 

And if you're not willing, then I will use 
force. 

Son: My father, he's 
grabbing me now! 

The Elfking has done me harm! 


my — father, 


Narrator: Jt horrifies the father; he 
swiftly rides on, 

He holds the moaning child in his 
arms, 

Reaches the farm with trouble and 
hardship; 

In his arms, the child was dead. 
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Be silent in a cage 
# Quietly burning pent up rage 


Welling up, push it back down 
Try to smile but only frown 


Frustration swirls and ebbs and flov 
Invisibly the anger grows 

Round and round the tail extends 
So twisted one can't comprehend 


One step forward down it falls 
Amid the dark and mocking calls 
Alone, nobody knows the plight 
When mind and body cannot fight 
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For when the fight is deep within 
Who knows if you will lose or win 
Why even try why even care 
A fight like this is not so rare 


For health and breath tomorrow too 
Each day awake, begin anew 
Bite your tongue and never cease 


Perhaps one day there will be peace 


RoseDrop Rust 
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When his ego got in front 
he fell tripping over goals 
rolled over other feelings 


and emotional black holes. 


Then personalities chose 
to play upon his fears 
and then the volume rose 


until it buffeted his ears. 


He turned to walk away 
and stumbled on a heart 
he bent over with a sway 


and tore the bottom out. 


Despite a lie one can prefer 
a friend just had to be blunt 
a tripping hazard can occur 


when the ego gets out front. 
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